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Chopter One 


Author's Notes: 
This MIGHT turn out to be a multi-chapter story but.. we'll see.. 


Jeff blinked through the haze of smoke and cheap lighting, and he would've thought that the band would be 
finished with house parties by now. 


As much as he'd like to be right, a mysterious (and drugged up, Mike noted) buzzed blonde approached Eddie 
after the show and invited them over for a local after-party. Eddie being the personable man he is, took the 
invitation and here Jeff is with his red cup half empty and his eyes fluttering; each blink managing to feel like 
he was dropping a ten pound weight. 


Jeff wanted to wonder why he was at some random man's house owned by their parents (he can tell by the 
glass statues of dachshunds and the doilies on the coffee table), but he took another sip and opted to not think 
about it. He knew why, and the reason why he was here poked his head through the crowd of peroxide blondes 
and gaping mouths filled with smoke. 


Eddie's round face beamed politely in contrast to the nauseating, blissed out faces of those taking another hit 
from the glass bongs in their hands. Eddie moved gracefully, too gracefully for it to be normal, and greeted 
Jeff with a crooked smile. 


"You look like you're not having a good time." Eddie slurred hard enough that Jeff felt like his cup was getting 
filled with liquor. Jeff narrowed his eyes. 


"How much did you have to drink?" Jeff asked. Eddie shrugged. 


"Doesn't matter," Eddie skirted around Jeff so that he ended up at Jeff's side, "the point is, | just heard the 


craziest shit ever." 


The task of keeping up with Eddie's warbled voice as he whipped up some fad-ish story, that was probably 
picked up from a tabloid, took a toll on him in mere minutes. Eddie switched intonation like he was on a 


rollercoaster, and none of what he was saying really made much sense. 


It only took fifteen minutes of Eddie's bullshit for Jeff to decide that ‘you know what? | don't give a shit 
anymore’. So he guided Eddie to nearby punch table and soon enough both were wasting their livers away with 
the liquor provided. Jeff simply didn't want to hear Eddie talk anymore, and Eddie just liked the little umbrellas 


that came with each cup. 


It took only twenty minutes for Eddie to reach the point of ‘completely wasted’, and in the end Mike had to 
come and take Eddie's limp body to a room away from the noxious smoke and chaos. Jeff warn't too far behind 
from Eddie, and what he concluded was that he indeed, ‘did give a shit', and was now regretting all those fruity 


umbrella drinks that were too good to be true. 


The cheap cocktail of liquor and possibly some illegal substance burned hot in the back of his throat and trailed 
like a wildfire into his stomach. Jeff's head throbbed to the slow thudding of his heartbeat, and with each 
throb his vision worsed. He blinked, squeezed his eyes, but his eyesight was reduced to nothing but moving 
shapes and colors. His neurons continued to misfire, and once he was forced to lean up against the wall, his 
mind shut down on him. No tangible thought came to mind, and instead the throbbing began feel pleasant. 


Jeff wouldve normally found this to be a huge red flag, and that he needed to get out of here immediately; 
but his impaired thinking left him against the wall, knees wobbling to keep him upright. He felt good, as the 
rawness in his throat began to hum throughout his body like a bell being rung. 


Then he was falling. 


The drink fell out of his hand and he knew that the world about him undoubtedly moved; the stagnant, buzzing 
colours smearing before him like his took his palm and dragged it across a wet canvas. Then, before he could 


anticipate the floor and the pain that would come with, he fell into someone's arms. 


Something akin to yelling occurred about him, but Jeff couldn't make sense of any it. All he could register was 


that his body suddenly felt light and that he was moving without walking. The tension in Jeff's body left him, 
spasms of his tight muscles winding out to twitches as he felt himself ascending higher and higher of what 


seemed to be a staircase. 
Im being carried 


This was a sobering train of thought, and it was enough for Jeff to move his face up to glance at the person 
who carried him. Long feathery hair brushed up against Jeff's cheeks, obscuring the face of what seemed to 


be a woman. 
Oh, fuckin' sweet 


Jeff felt anticipation roll deep down within him, a shot of heat being sent straight below his belt. Jeff knew 
that a low moan left him, but he couldn't control it, much less care about it. The person who held him froze, 
and what Jeff could make out as eyes peered down at him. Jeff cheekily smiled and his hand, however 


uncoordinated, moved to the person's jaw to cup it. 
There was stubble. 


Jeff paused, this being yet another sobering thought, and he blinked to try to get a better view of the person 
above him. Jeff found himself staring at a blurry face, a complete stranger at best, and yet the warmth 
wouldn't leave him. His decision appeared on Jeff's features a moment later, a broad smile diluted with alcohol 
and a pair of eyes sparking with zeal. Jeff's palm pressed and smoothed over the stubble of the man's chin 
and he opened his mouth to speak. 


"C'mon, | ain't scared" 


The words were soft, readily stripping away the last of their hesitations. Then the man holding him moved 
fast, through the corridor and to the end of the hall. Jeff felt the paisley walls streak by him, and then the 
cool cotton sheets of a bed that was not his pressed into his back. The man climbed onto him; and before Jeff 
could react, his mouth was on his and the fire that was kindling within him grew to life. 


Jeff scrambled for the stranger's shoulders, for support as he readily fell apart underneath him. The other 
man tasted like cheap wine, and Jeff clumsily pushed his tongue in to taste him further. Jeff was losing 
himself once more, hands clutched in the stranger's shirt as he clung for dear life. The other man shuddered 
above Jeff, and the sick satisfaction that he wanted him too was dizzying. Jeff moved his mouth off of his, to 


take a moment to catch his breath. 


The stranger took it as on opportunity to lunge for his neck, and Jeff raked his fingers down his back as teeth 
sunk into his neck. Jeff let out a long, heavy groan, both from the pain and pleasure as he bucked up against 
the other man Jeff was almost sure that the other drew blood, but his cock was half hard, chafing against 


the denim of his jeans; he couldn't care less about how this would look tomorrow. 


"Touch me, touch me." Jeff begged, arching into the other. The man didn't waste a second, and his head began 
to move south. Then the echo of Jeff's zipper being pulled down bounced off the walls and stars exploded 
behind Jeff's eyelids. Jeff screwed his eyes shut and moaned, loud and shameless, as the man's mouth moved 


over his cock 


Each ghosting breath, each lick from the base of his cock to the head, felt jarring and severe; no hint of 
mercy from the man who was working on him. Jeff couldn't keep track of what he was babbling any longer, 
and the pleasure began to spike through him in ways that were ruthless. Though, no matter how bright the 
fire was burning, there was a break in the smoke. 


"Stone." 


Jeff heard himself moan it, and so did the other man. Jeff's eyes shot open, and for a moment, his blood ran 
cold. His mind frantically moved for some sort of explanation, a sort of justification for why; but the other 


man didn't stop. In fact, he began to move harder, faster; in ways that Jeff could even consider desperate. 
Jeff finally closed his eyes, tight, and moaned. 
"Stone." 


The name invoked images of the man himself, with his long arms and nimble fingers; hazel eyes that lit up like 
smoldering coals and a sound that could set fire to an entire stadium. Jeff couldn't think why every time he 
saw him, there was a piece of Stone that he desperately wanted to keep to himself. To have a piece of that 
glory, to taste it, to immerse himself in it; to see Stone look at him the way he looked to the crowd. 


Impassioned. 
The dam broke, and with a final cry, Jeff came. The mouth on him milked every last drop out of him, Jeff's 
hips jerking erratically into his mouth until he was completely spent. Then came the post-orgasm fog, and 


Jeff's mind was completely blank. His limbs felt like cotton, and he could no longer bring himself to think. 


Jeff closed his eyes, slumped against the sheets, and he wasted away into his dreams. 


Stone clutched the rim of the sink, and he was shaking. His face felt hot and the front of his boxers were wet, 
but he had yet to convince himself he wasn't dreaming. Stone knew that these sensations, racking his body for 
what ¡Fs worth, were way too realistic to be part of some dream. 


Though, all Stone could do was laugh. Just laugh, spit the rest of the bitter taste out of his mouth into the 


sink, and humour the fact he had a "wet dream" of his "best bro". 


its better this way, Stone thought, /f just is 


